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Hot Spice Gingerbread, all hot 


The Cries of London. 63 


I N Winter ev’ning (hould you droll. 
Around the church of good St. 
Paul, 

This honeft Baker you will find, 

A fmall tin oven ftuck behind. 

His Gingerbread he thus keeps hot 
Winch grateful is to ev’ry palate : 

And Boys who are by Virtue led. 

Shall never want hot Gingerbread. 



